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A SERIO-COMI-LEGENDARY TALE, 


In HupisRAs ric Verſe. 


By the Author of the Rzcr5rzx-Oprice, 
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An honeſt Man's the nobleſt work of God. Porz. 
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To His Royal HicHNess 


GEORGE, Prince of WALES. 


SIR, 
I have aſſum d the liberty of 


dedicating the following Poem to 
the HEIR-APPARENT of the BriTISH 
Crown, without his knowledge or 
permiſſion. In extenuation of ſuch 
freedom, I hope I may be allow'd 

to plead a long and invariable At. 
tachment to the 1LLUSTRIOUS Houſe 


of HANOVER, 


7 


As I have never been us d to pace 
in the trammels of F lattery, I ſhall 
not even attempt a Diſplay of that 
LIBERAL turn of mind, which cha- 


racterizes the PRINCE of WaLEs, leſt 


vi DE DIC ATION. 
Truth ſhould have the appearance 
of Flattery. 


Aſter this declaration I muſt be 
totally Glent on the many accom- 
pliſhments, which adorn the PriNCE 


and the Man. 


When Heaven ſhall ſummon your 
1LLUSTRIOUS FarhEx to enjoy the 
reward of his public and private Vir- 
tues, and the SUBJECT is raiſed to 
= the SoveREicn, I ſincerely wiſh 
i ” that your royal Highneſs may, during 

| your WHOLE reign, juſtly acquire the 


NOBLEST of all earthly titles, that of 
A Parnior- Kind. 3 


DEDICA ION 

If a Peruſal of the following Poem 
ſhould luckily afford your , RoyaL 
HicHNess the leaſt pleaſure or enter- 
tainment, I ſhall think myſelf amply 
rewarded for the time I have ſpent 


in its compoſition, 


I beg leave to have the honour of 
ſubſcribing myſelf, 


ILLUSTRIOUS SIR, 
Your ROYAL HiGHNESSES 


ſellow- ſubject, and moſt 
obedient humble Servant, 


The AUTHOR, | 


SAINT PETERS LODGE : | 


A 


SERIO-COMI-LEGENDARY TALE. 


— — — 


The P R O E M. - 

In monk/h times, when Prieſts could boaſt 
Thro' Chriſtendom they rul'd the roaſt ; 
And Man, by ſacerdotal ktav'ry, 
Was blindly kept in mental ſlav ry, 
Gainſt Orthodoxy 'twas high treaſon 
To ſet up that Pretender, RE ASN: 
And why P. Prieſts thought it the ſole Fae, 


That-could their juggle overthrow. + 
B 13 


Was almeſt ſure his life to drag out 


1 L 
The Wretch, unhappily detected 0 
With Reaſon's Hereſy infected, Ex 


In chains, or die by fire and fagot. 
But, thanks to Heaven and Reformation, 
We're not in ſuch ſad ſituation. 


Our Reaſon-we may exerciſe 
In combating thoſe ſpecious lies, 


| 


Which Prieſt-craft had ſo long been brewing 
Sans fear of corp'ral Barbecuing. 


Yet in this Iſle, by Authors quoted 
For liberty of Conſcience noted, 
No prudent Man will dare tattack . 

Such of her Churches rites, as ſmack 
Of Rome's blind faith, and owe their riſe 


To fopnſh bigotry, and lies; 


[ 3] 
Leſt prie/tly rage ſhould gall and fret him, 
Or“ AnxevT-like in pillory ſet him. 
Even a ſmart Comment on Þ that Creed, 
From which I wiſh our Church were freed, 
Might ſend its author to have hide well 
Curried in Newgate, or in Bridewell. 


Some Prieſts will tell a congregation 
The only hope of Man's Salvation 


Depends on Faith: Of moral duties 

They ſeldom deign to paint the beauties. 
That Faith alone has power to ſave 
A vicious rake or crafty knave 

| diſbelieve—But, turn the tables, 
in ſpite of all religious fables, 


* Mr, Annett was 
Pextatench, Ty n 


pilloried for making too free with the 


f Athanaſian Creed. 


[4] 
I muſt ſuppoſe a fellow-creature 
Of blameleſs life and ſocial nature, 
Whoſe Reaſon was his Guide and Guard, 
Will meet in Heaven a bleſt Reward, 
Tho' he neer paid the leaſt attention 
To tales of clerical invention. 


That ſuch opinion Lockx and Newrox 
Embrac'd, we ſcarce canraiſe diſpute on: 
Of this opinion too (uncommon 
In one, who liv d and died a Roman) 
Was tuneſul Por E: that happy Bard 
A moral life to faith preferr d: 

An honeſt Man his verſe hath ſhow'd 
To be the nobleſt work of Gop, 


— 


5 


Is hurt by this confounded proem. 


L 5 ] 
To keep your reader in ſuſpenſe, Sir, 
Muſt make you liable to cenſure. 
Why will you thus your tale with-hold ? 
Eer now it might have been half. told. 


"Twas wrong to moralize before You 


Had put a period to your ſtory.” 
Vou rob the Moral of its force 
Buy putting Cart before the Horſe. 


To ſuch warm Critic this my anſwer— 
You wilfully in my plan, Sir: 
Or on my lines you ſurely pore ill, 
To take the Procmfor the Moral, g 
Your hint, on keeping in ſuſpenſe 
My Readers, ſpeaks the Man of Senſe. 
I humbly thank you for the Comment, 
And ſhall begin my Tale this moment. 


£61 


« - 
[ * * * % * "x * 
” a : 5 0 


* \ 


4 
+ &z vY 


= ARGUMENT. 
3 

- | Sits dozing: to his Lodge repair 
Souls made immortal: He inſpects 
Their Paſsports : aſks their ſeveral Sets; 


| And, after ſome confabulat:on, 


Saint PETER in his eaſy chair 


2 


Shows each where hes his , Nation. 


T * W 
| 


Some Spirits, (by Death's AR of Grace 
Happily freed from corp'ral caſe) 
To whom due Paſsports had been given, 


Joind'on the Road that leads to Heaven. 


After ſome complimental Greeting 


Upon th' occaſion of their meeting, 


67.1 
They fell into familiar chat 
On various Subjects, this and that: 
What they had ſeen and known on Earth, 
From Cradle to their ſecond Birth. 
Pleas'd and quite happy in each other, 
'Twas every word, dear friend, or brother. 


—— 0 
— 


Not long this ſocial converſe laſted, 
Till ſquabbles on Religion blaſt it. | 
Happening to touch that jarring ftring, 
Their new-made fellowſhip takes wing. 
They argued, wrangled, and contended; 
While ſtiflly each his Sect defended. 

At laſt among the Group aroſe 1 24 
Zeal's Ratio ultima, dry bloss: 

But Ghoſts, whate er their with or will, 
Can neither bruiſe, draw blood,” nor kill. 


J 
Tho they from morn to night with Sabre 
5 Or Fiſt each other ſhall belabour, 8 


e 


The long-conteſted Combat cloſes | 
Sans wounds, black eyes, or bloody nobs... 


Theſe Bigots were all fire and flame 
Till to Saint PETERS Lodge they came. 


This holy Swiſs, in ſuch reowun 
For golden Ky, and triple Crown, sc. 
Mom, noon, and night ſits at Heaven's portal 
To let in Souls, when made immortal. 
He heard them beating rap, rap, ra; 
With noiſeleſs loud than thunder-clap, 
| Or John's, hen he on knocker pays 
A Solo to announce her Grace ;, 

Yet loud enough, ſo many rapping, 
To keep the drowſy Saint from napping. 


fa 
The heavenly Porter cries, Who's there 
That knocks with ſuch, a lardly air? 


An Iſraelitiſh Spirit anſwers, 
We come to join in bliſs our Grandfires : 
therefore beg you'll ope the wicket, 
And give admittance—here's my ticket. 


He opes the door with, Who are You P 


The Spirit of a zealous Jew, * 198 

Who hopes to find your favor greater 

Upon account of Stzon PETER, | 

Your honour's brother I ſuppoſe ? - | A 
Well what of him? , oi: +: 137 _ 


3 


As ſto , 
0 3 


E 

Your fellow-labourer in Heaven's vineyard' 
 Revengefully lugg d out his whinyard, 
And maim d an * Anceſtor of mine, 
From whom I ſpring in a right line: 
But that is ſo lon 9 ſince; no doubt 


Tis from your memory croſs d out. 


Prithee explain thyſelf, or ſheer off, 

Then in few words he ſlic'd an ear off. 
"Twas when your Maſter was betray d 
By Judas, and to trial led. | 
| ® You may remember, when they'd tried him, 
With imprecations you denied him; 
For which your conſcience a {mart ſhock 
Felt at the crowing of a cock. 


s Malchus, 


| © ue. 73 | 

His Saintſhip bluſh'd as red as ſcarlet ' 
To be thus nonpluſs'd by a Vatlet. | 
He had not ſuch a choak-pear met 
Since he was ſtation'd at the Gate, 
After ſome pauſe, Vour road, he cries, 
To ABRAHAM's diſtrict that way lies, 
To each Religion, every Set 
A ſep rate bound ry wwe ſelebt; 
for, ſhould they meet, eternal ſquabble 
Would render Heaven a ſecond Babel. 


The Saint another ſhade addreſſes 
What Church was moſt in your good graces ? 


An't pleaſe your Worſhip, cries the Shade, 
n Romaſh tenets I was bred. - 

at Church, to which I truſted ſolely, 

held infallible, and holy ; 


| 110 J 
And, if our Guides we thay rely on. 
The only road to heavenly Zrox. 
No Church but Rome's, her virtue futh is, 
Can ſave Mankind from Satan's clutches. 
| She's founded on a Rock 
2 - - » Hold, Friend! 
Nor thus thy breath on trifles ſpend. 
Behold yon place——Heaven has aſſign d it 
To fook like thee by Popery blinded. 
Some Popes, ſome Cardinals thou lt view there 
Who would have carbonado'd Luther : 
Some learned Biſhops, and ſome leſs Wits; 
Nay-—what's ſcarce credible—ſome 7eſuits. 


10 A Puritan his Paſs preſented. 


Friend, with yourfaith makemeacquaini 


1ere 


F 
CaLvin, who led the Rich and cuil on 
Againſt the ſcarlet Whore of Babylon, | 


(That Antichrif foretold in Scripture) 
And of much annual Income ſtript her, 


Founded the Seft, which I was train d in, 
And till my dying day remain d in. 
Aided by heavenly Inſpiration 

He taught the true Road to Salvation. 
His holy doctrines muſt illuminate 


All darken'd Minds, that on them ruminate— 


I ſought the Lord as He directed, 
And long have been by Heaven elected. 


Too much you to yourſelf aſcribe—- 
That Path will lead you to your Tribe; 
There you will find reforming Calvin. 
Whoſe hopes of Heaven would have been all 74 


vain, 


1 4 1 


Had not OE warm entreaty 
Obtain d his pardon of the Deity ; * 


For which your Founder, when he meets him, 


With conſcious bluſhes ſhily greets him. 
If Juſtice had his Guilt purſu'd 

Firmly demanding blood for blood, 

Ser vetus-like this murderous Snake 
Had kick d the bucket at the ſtake. 


This faid, he afks another Spirit, 
Friend, your religion ? 


You ſhall hear it. 
Im a Mahometan, a ſtanch one, | 
And wiſh to reach our Prophet's manſion ; 
enjoy the bleſſings, which await g 
His Followers in a future Rate : 


bw | We M K }89p tet 


ql pho Hy MF fra 


2 yy | bay 


en 

Variety of Nymphs divine, 
And plenty of delicious Wine. 

Your Prophet, Friend, was a complete 
Enthuſiaſt, and no doubt a Cheat. 
How can your Sett think his Religion 
From Heaven was brought him by a Pigeon? 
His bill of fare of bliſs eternal 
Is falſe, voluptuous, * carnal. 
Let him ſay what he will ins Koz Ax, 
Heaven is no place to drinꝶ and whore in— 
But enter, Sir, and look about you; | 
Th' abode of Muſſulmen Ill ſhew t you 
Behold - more to the left—yon tract; 
It is extenſive, yet compact, 
Reſembling in its form a Creſcent :- 
Much happineſs may you poſlels int 


( 6 Ws 
E You'll reach it in an hour at moſt, Sr. 
And join the Shade of your Impeſtor. ; 


Whoſe turn is next? _ 


- 


Friend PETER, mine. 


| You look as ſtiff as a Divine 
Of pedant claſs, yet a dull Writer, 
Juſt elevated to the Mitre. 


— 


Friend, thou haſt quite miſtook thy Man. 
I'm not of the pedantic clan, 
But of that peaceful friendly tnbe 
Of Chriſtians, Quakers call'd in gibe. 
Our faith thou know It, however oddly 
'Tis mock'd and treated by ti Ungodly, | 


Is imple, pure, and apoſtolic, 


From prieſt· craft freed and rites ſymbolic. f 3 | 
All inſults in our breaſts we ſmother ; 4 
When pne Cheek's ſmit, ve turn the other. 1 : 


We're meek, deyout : each day i is paſs d, 
As 1550 knew 'twould be our laſt, 
We never preach for tithes or hire: 
Canſt thou ſay this of Prieſt, or Friar? | 8 
Nay, will the Pope, call d Heaven 8 
By thoſe to Romiſh faith adherent, 

Will He, this fly Wiſin Sheep's clothing,” 

His Roſtrum mount, and preach for nothing? 


But to be brief. Icroſsd th' Atlantic | 
Even twice (ſome Scoffers thou ght me frantic) 
To preach Repentance, for which few care, 
And this without one hope of Luer: 

D 


* 


” \ * * 
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Cw} 
Nay at th expence of worldly ſtores, .,. 


Can either Thee, or faul fay more? | '; 
. - 11. 1.3 210 0 10-2120 A 11 In 


At ſuch blunt queſtion piqued th you IT. 


© 


Thinking himſelf us'd by the Ghoſt ill, 
To an Attendant tries, Direct * | 
This preaching Prig to his meek * 8 Gr 


That Sect, particulatly known in | 
Theſe ps * their ye and groating 4 


Simeon, with equal warmth, replied, | 

Show me the path, Hate no Gude: 

Aſſiſted by my inward light, | 

III find the e ee night,” 5 
That is the path; tho dark, dis Araight 

There's To and rt on the gate. 8 


. 


L 19 J 
Knock loud: keepon 0 portal drumming; 
Or, ſuch a din of groans and humming . 
Inceſſantly runs tho the ward,. 
'T is ten to one you ll not be heard. l 


Off in ſtarch d air meek Simeon went, 
Grumbling in's gizzard at the Saint. 


Y 
wd 


Another Shade makes its appearance 


* 


. my 7 . 


Well, to what Church was your adherence ? 


Moſt holy Saint, my lucky hap tis 
Sole. —iͤ . EE 


ö « f . 4 EF 4% * 
4 : \ I 
Be what ? * ” = 7 * — * 
: } 
1 . 4 % * 1 
| 
" : * 
* * © ® * * =; 
. 4 1 , , \ 7 * 1 
* 
4 Anabab il - 
"IT ww 2. 12 
Cy 7 ern ”" * 


L 20 
Of Greek and Hebrew I am maſter ; 
And thirty years have been a Paſtor. | 
Our godly Sect has a more ſure hope 
Of Sin original, and offences, © lb 
To which the youthful mind propenſe is, 
We're curd by Dipping : None but We 
Are from ſuch double load * 
That Water is of Purifying 5 
An Emblem, there is no Mn: . 
© Dbes1 it not follow then, the wetter 
A PE 'd Chriſtian' s made, the better : ? 
Who can believe a drop or MM . 
Sprinkled on cheeks, noſe; eyes, or brow, 
To the whole body will dil} 1 
Its purifying inſluence P 0 pl 
Sin often takes up its head * 
Betwixt thi Havel and the garters ; 


| 1s OW. 
Then to diſlodge arid drive it Out, 
The Sprinkling ſould be thereaboutl - 
What Man, to cure a broken ſhin, e 
Applies a plaſter to his chin? fs 
Or pops his noſe in pail of water 
To rid his feet of dirty matter? - 
Now; as thro Ab Aus miſdemeanor, - | 
From Crown to Sole we all unclean are, 
Nothing from ſuch pollution clears, + - 
But Dipping over head and ears. Artie! 


-. *2 


. 
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If you my Theſis ſhould diſpute, | 
By parable Ill make it out. 


San e forme Wags ſhould ftrip me naked, 
7 (No Q. matter, Saint, how I would take 9 | 


And roll me oer and oer in din, : 
| T ill black as chimney-ſeeeper 8 . 
oo | 
er L 
N ' wy 2 
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12 1 
Could I get cleans d of the diſgrace 

By ſprinkling water on my face /; 
No my ſkin's whiteneſs to recover 

I muſt be dipp d, and ſowz'd all-over. . 

My Friend, for Me you're too ſophiſtic : 
All Reaſoning ſhould be plain, not myſtic. | 
Since water is a type divine 
Of cleanſing Babes from Adam's Sin 
One drop, us d in baptiſmal lotion, 

Will do as well as a whole Ocean 


But of your moral life pray ſpeak 7 


0 two Sabbaths 8 


1008 Sabbaths ? why would You enliſt yein 
Two modes of faith, ; Jem and Chriſtian, 5 


[23 ] 
Speak t to that point—Yet chere $ no > need f 
In my inquiries to proceed-—— FR oO 
In een folks I never 
Could find a truly-moral Liver : 
Their ardent zeal for holy trilles 
The Senſe of moral duties ſtifles 
Could we fuch zeal like liquors barrel, | 
(I mean not to offend, or quarrel) | 
Then run it off from bung or ſpigot,” © 
'Twould be the F roth of a blind Bigot 
Here Show this learned Shade the Pace 
Aſſign'd to th Anabaptiſt INE POR 
In it a Rivulet you'll find, Sir, e 
Not half ſo broad as Thames at Windſor, | 
Whoſe Water is as clear as Gin; : 
At bottom you may ſee a pin: | 
'Tis but breaſt-high—no fear of drowning--- 
Celeſtial flowers its border crowning : 


LA. 


Wherefore, if You're ſtall fond of e 


I is but off with clothes, _ 7D in. 


| „ 
The Ghoſt departed. with his Guide, . 


And not alittle monified. . 
He mutter d as he march'd, This Seine is 
Scarce wiſer than a Barbers Prentice; 
Of Intellects he has ſmall ſhare, or 


I had convinced him of his error. 


. 


A Shade advances-—With ſurprize | 


Th Apoſtle views him, and thus cries, 
Well, your religion, Sir? 


That aſpett is enough to fright one. 


UDO ' 


Ihe right one, 


Yo! 


[ 28 J 
From look ſo gloomy I ſuſpect 
You're one of that deluded Sect, 


Call'd Methodiſts. 


-Saint, no aſperſion 
Jam thank Heaven for my Converſion, 
That I was born in fin tis true; 
And, with ſubmiſſion, ſo were You. 
But I've been purified by Grace; 
You ſee the marks on't in my face : 


Im now of the regenerate claſs. 


Well, no more words—Show me your Paſs; 
I queſtion Methodiſts more cloſely : 
I ſpeak in earneſt, not jocoſely—— _ 
How ? Hang'd himſelf?——Can this be true? 


It is, good Saint ; but nothing new. 
: E 


| [ 26 J 

Deſpair ſo often o er us ſtretches | 

Its veil, that we're our own Jack Ketches. 
Vet, in my Suicide, Deſpair.is 


As innocent as new-born Heireſs. 


I fear'd that Satan to his ſultry 

Regions would draw me by Adult ry. H. 
He, at our love, feaſts (a fit crifis G: 

By carnal pleaſures to intice us) Ye 
With ſuch a luſtful itch inflam'd me, x5 


That, but for Suicide, He'd damn'd me. 


Thinking this doctrine ſtrange, th' Apoſtle 
Whiſtled as loud as lark, or throſlle, 
Then cried, Friend, I could wiſh to hear 
This paradox of yours made clear, 


The Ghoſt replies, I'll make it out 
Beyond all cavil and diſpute, 


le 


A lovelier female ne er did Man ſee 


Which this dear Woman indicated 


(-9 7 


Than her, who caught my luſtful fancy. 
Of fixty turn'd my reverend Guide 
Made her a Convert, then his Bride. - 

Her faintly looks at prayer and ſermon 
Were ſuch, as could not fail to charm one : 
Her modeſt air in houſehold ſtation 

Gain'd univerſal approbation : 


Vet now and then a random glance 


Eſcap'd her, by deſign or chance, 


Not thoroughly regenerated. 


Twelve months before this Ardour ſeiz'dme 
The Dame's reſpectful carriage pleas d me: 
She frequently would condeſcend | 
To call me her ſweet-ſinging friend. 


— 


Fl 


N E „% 1 
I ſtruggled long in expectation 
Of conquering my unruly paſſion: 
Good Jacob with the Angel ſcarcely 
Wreſtled fo ſtoutly and ſo fiercely. 
Yet nothing would abate its vi lence, 


Except In this excuſe my ſilence. 


Unable to ſubdue my flame, 
I was reſolvd to ſound the Dame. 
At our next love-feaſt, I ſat by her 

| Cloſe as to Nun the liquoriſh Friar ; 


ITphe candles put out, from a notion 


That darkneſs animates devotion. 
I prais'd her beauty to the ſkies ; 
But above all her ſþeakrng eyes: 
And each accompliſhment ran over 
With ſuch a warmth, as ſpoke the lover. 


[ 29 J 

A wiſhful figh this charming Woman 
Breath'd out: I thought it a good omen; 
And ventur'd; without heſitation, 
T'inform her of my ardent paſſion ; 
Profeſs'd myſelf her warm adorer, 
And all my ſufferings laid before her: 
Then ſqueez'd her hand with ſuch a preſſure, 


As told my wiſhes to careſs her. 


She inſtantly return'd the Squeeze, 
Which fignal could not fail to pleaſe; - 
And ſtrait began my hand to pat on 
You ſee' twas all the work of Satan. 
Nothing, good Saint, but time and place 
Was wanting for the wiſh'd embrace. 

In the next night we both a greed 


To perpetrate th' ungodly deed. 


t 5 J 
All this in whiſpers paſs d: no Liſtner 


a 3 even a ſingle word take pris ner. 


Your Story, Friend, appears obſcene ; as 
The pagan tale of Mars and Venus; 


2 


So many luſcious firokes YOU cram in 


Proceed may have more t' examine, 


We parted: Ito bed betook me, 

But Sleep, like a falſe friend, forſook me. 

The pleaſing thoughts, of what would happen 

Nextnight, three hours kept mefrom napping. 
I fell aſleep, and dream'd I view'd 

My poor old Mother in a ſhroud, 

Who cried, © My deareſt Son, beware | 

« Of falling into Satan's ſnare : 8 

Remember a kind Mother's inkling _— 

Which faid, ſhe vaniſh'd in a twinkling. : 


L. 51 1 
I wak'd, much by the dream affected, 
And on my pillow thus reflected. 


Shall I. indulge a lawleſs luſt, 
Be ſo mgratefully unjuſt 
As cuckold Him, to whom I owe 
So many obligations ?—No. 
He chang'd me from a raking Weaver 
Into a ſober ſtanch Believer; 
And made me (an undoubted mark 
Of friendſhip) tabernacle Clerk, 
By which preferment I got over 
My worldly wants, and liv'd in Clover. 
Nay he has promis'd me to ſound 
A Widow, worth three thouſand pound, 
The Relict of a Tallow-Chandler, 
And given me hopes that I ſhall handle her | 


1 
* ſuch Friend a Cuckold, 


Id even to Endor s Witch be buckled. 


© Iroſe; but knowing 'twould be van 
Texpet deliverance from Luſts chain, 

: My breaſt continuing ſtill to bum as 

| |; Hotly, as Daniel's fiery furnace, 

1 I took a Sermon from the ſhelf, TR 
Read it, and prayd then hang d myſelf. 


Thus Ive by Suicide eſchew'd 
| Adult ry, and Ingratitude ; | | 
WW Crimes, which my Soul to Hell had leere. 

| If Conſcience had not interſerd. 


| My Friend, this Paſſport's your acquittance, | 
Or I ſhould ſcarce grant you admittance, 

© Your tale—I think it is no lie, Sir 

Has made my Saintſhip ſomewhat wiſer, 


# LS T 
Till now 1 never thought your Set 
To Conſczence paid the leaſt reſpect, 
As all your hopes of Heaven you place, 
Not in good works, but faith and grace. 
Conſcience, the Parent of good works, 
You leave to Pagans, Jews, or Turks, 
Among your Tribe twill breed a Schiſm 


Should It be jaind to Meihodrſm, 


i& 
* - 


Here!—TakethisShade=-Condu@thimhence 

To Whizfield's gloomy xelidenca—— 

Only a flimſy hedge of Yew 4 

Parts Calvin s, and your Founder's Crew 

But prithee change that rucful viſage, 

Which ſeems of deep Deſpair the DEAE: 

Such a dejected Air even tallies 

Wich look of Murth'rer at the gallowa. 
| 4 | 
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The Saint now thought his gate to lock up; ¶ Fron 


But ſeeing a freſh number flock up. con 
Pagans, Mild-Indians, Negros, Turtars, I T 
He ſent them to their ſeveral quarters. 

All theſe diſpatch'd, a modeſt Shade If t 
For Entrance mild petition made. Alliec 
| Your Paſs, I ſee, You've had the luck to Im 


Obtain—Now ſay what Church you ſtuck to This b 


g . 
With modes of worſhip diſcontented, To 
Nor Church, nor Chapel I frequented. | [juſt 
Then I may venture, Sir, tafſert ©— from . 

| Youre half an Atheiſt in your heart. ſh whot 

| bow'd, 


Not ſo, good Saint My youthful mind 


Jo Calvin's principles inclin d; 


= BY 
But, as my Reaſon ſtronger grew, 


From Calvins worſhip I withdrew; 
Convinc'd that every Sect abounded 
In Tenets, on wild notions grounded. 


If to no Sett or godly Claſs 
Allied, how could you gain your Paſs ? 


o I made, at my examination, 
to This brief, yet honeſt declaration. Fol 


To one ſupreme, eternal Bio, 
juſt, all-merciful, all- ſeeing, 

Man's great CREATOR, SiRE, and FRIEND, y 
rom, whom all benefits deſcend ; _- | 

whoſe protection I confided--—- 

bow'd, while 1 on Earth reſided ; 

ind | (WL Nb Þ#4 40 Þ- 244% | 


„ 
And ſtrove, #s far as humati weakneſy 
| Permitted, both in health and ficknefs, 
5 To ſhow obedience to kis Will ' 
E - By doing Good, and ſhunning It. | 
The Zealots would againſt me rave, 
All were my Brethren to the Grave. 


Oer: ſpread with joy th Apoſtle's Phiz is, 
And ſtrait the Spirit's hand he ſeizes, 
Which ſhaking heartily, he eries, 
Welcome, good Sir, to Paradiſe, 
Should we your virtuous life proclaim 

*Twould fill the prieftly tribe with ſhame ; 
Or in theſe Bigots raiſe ſore rancour, 

' Whoſe hot-brain'dzeal wastheirSheet-Anchor 


Since you the moral path have tried, 
Reaſon and not the Prieſt your Guide, 


, 
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All mental flavery diſdaining, 
Purſuing Good, from Ill abſtaining, 
Range whereſoever you're inclin'd, 
To no one ſpot of bliſs confin'd:” 
Range thro' theſe Realms, whoſe ſpace im- 
- menſe is, a 
And view, in rapture loſt your ſenſes, 
The countleſs wonders Heaven has wroaght, 
So far ſurpaſſing human thought. 


When you've a leiſure hour to ſpend , 


In ſocial converſe with a Friend, 


Think of my lodge, and hither come: 
You'll find me conſtantly at home. | 
You may even ſtake your Soul to meet here 


A friendly welcome from Saint Peter. 
If I had judg'd like you, my fate 


Had neer confin d me to this Cz” 10 
End of the TALE, 


_ Xi 

5 
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APOLOGY inftead of Mon Al. 
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: : . . « Sh 1 
4 Py as Lear. Ws WM bat 1 a = F 
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The Caitec, cries; The Tale is ended: 
Your Moral, Bard? | 


1 A 
* we - . — x 4 " 5 . x 
mY 
_ 


I none intended. 


. 


No Moral? Then howe er you ſirut on 


Its Merit, tis not worth a button. 


Moſt Fabuliſts, from Gay to Asoe, 


When the Tales wrote a Moral drels up. 
This ſtrange omiſſion of the Moral - _ 
1s robbing of its Bells the Coral. 


*T'will do your buſineſs with each des 


"IF in this we not agreed are. 
Tvill be to All, at leaſt to Some 
A complimental Sugar-plumb, | 


4 


5, 
The hint I borrow'd from Dan Gar, 
Who without Moral ends his Play, 
Vet this arch compliment neun. 
Io tickle Readers of both ſexes; 7 


« It has a Moral, and no doubt 


Vou ve Wit enough to find it out. 
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